THE    QUESTING   BEAST
The early part of 1926 I had spent in Algiers, where
my mother's brother had a little villa, and the following
year J.P.B. and I again went out there, renewing my
memories of 1920 and motoring with my uncle many
hundreds of miles. Every winter till this last one we
spent from three months to six weeks there, and during
those times we covered the whole country very effectively
from Algiers to Constantine, to Touggourt, to Ghardaia,
to Oran and back. The warm climate enabled me to
escape the winter months without malaria, which from
East African days to 1926 had become an annual occurrence
that left a trail of mental depression in its wake from which
I gladly escaped at my uncle's invitation. One year we
came home from Algiers in a destroyer; which, after two
days in the Bay of Biscay and three days in seas nearly as
bad, I considered a very good name for that uncomfortable
kind of cockle-shell.
When my father and mother were at Chequers in the
fine weather they would occasionally come over for tea,
but politics were not our chief topic of conversation, our
interests generally centring on family matters and literary
subjects. I took my father one day to see Ewelme Church,
which he had often heard of from Mr. Asquith but never
seen. This was during the time that my opponents in
Dudley were still filling their followers with very different
stories of our relationship. Toleration and sympathy seem
alien to many people who are incapable of holding a
difference of opinion, shouting the house down, or
decrying their controversialist.
In November the municipal elections showed large
Socialist gains, but the writing on the wall was not
apparent to the Tories.
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